iv               MOTHER AND SON           753

He would have seen to it that nothing could be
carried to him. Who would believe a creature
like Winch? Walter's power . . . 1 And sud-
denly she saw him, as though he were there with
them in the room, vast, blazing with colour and
jewels, laughing, but so bent from conceit and
arrogance on his purpose that nothing was too
terrible for him, too mean, too cruel. And yet
he was a jolly man and loved his son even as she
loved hers. She got up.

* Pray go away, Mr. Winch/ she said. * Go
away in the morning. What is due to you will
be sent to you. I would be happier not to see
you again.'

Without a word he got up, and, head still
bent, went out.

Very slowly she went upstairs to her room.
No one was there. She looked out. Behind
the mist the moon of five nights ago was now
full, but it was like a fiat stone ridged with light
and wrapped in wool.

She had been caught. Now she had no doubt.
She could not go. She had been able to defeat
Everything but this. Now a hard determined
anger such as she had never felt had come and
would abide. Francis , . . Reuben . . . killed
by that laughing man. How could she now leave
Jennifer and John and Dorothy defenceless?

Oh, but the other life! Watson was expect-
ing her. In the Ritson kitchen Alice at this
moment perhaps would be speaking of her.
And her home, the room where Georges had died.